have given me over in my grey hairs. Howbeit,
this is the just reward that I must receive for my
worldly diligence and pains that I had to do linn
service, only to satisfy his vain pleasure, not
regarding my godly duty." To the last he main-
tained that he had done the King no wrong, and
he called upon those present to ask their royal
sovereign in what he had ever offended. Then
his tongue faltered ; but before the end he said,
" Master Kingston, farewell. I can no more but
wish all things to have good success. My time
draweth on fast." His breath failed him, and the
abbot moved over to his bed. Then, as the clock
struck eight, he died. "And calling to our
remembrance his words of the day before," says
Cavendish, " how he said that at eight of the
clock we should lose our master, one of us looked
upon another supposing that he prophesied of his
departure."

So passed Wolsey ; and before evening on the
following day his body was buried in the " tyrants*
grave " at Leicester. All that was left of his
wealth, his household, and his revenue was forfeit
to the King; and the man who had owned more
land than any nobleman of his day, and whose
households put the King's into the shade, was
spared a little earth for his mortal remains. His
enemies had had the sweet dish of their revenge
dashed from their lips just as it was within their
grasp ; but London was greatly relieved by his
removal from the world. His shadow had never